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Іп The Jack Kirby Collector, you'll find: 


* Unpublished Kirby art (from Jack's 
archives and private collections). 


* Jack's published pages in pencil form 
(from photocopies he made of his 
pencils BEFORE they were inked). 


* Behind-the-scenes articles, and inter- 
views with Jack and his collaborators. 


See for yourself what thousands of 
Kirby fans, comics professionals and 
historians worldwide have discovered— 
the "King" lives on in the pages of The 
Jack Kirby Collector. TJKC is authorized 
by the Kirby estate, and is available 
bi-monthly at comics shops worldwide 
(look in the “Comic Magazine" section 
of Previews), or use the form below 
(photocopies OK). Send check or 
money order in U.S. funds payable to: 


TwoMorrows * 1812 Park Drive 
Raleigh, NC 27605 (919) 833-8092 
E-mail: twomorrow(gaol.com 
See our WEB PAGE for art & articles: 
www.fantasty.com/kirby/ 














Characters Ө Marvel Entertainment, Inc 


p "= == ее тш э. ша ш. жа. UU ERE 
#1-5 = 52.50 each ($2.70 Canada, $3.70 elsewhere) 
#6-UP = $4.95 each ($5.40 Canada, $7.40 elsewhere) 


I (3 KIRBY COLLECTOR TRADE PAPERBACK: 240-page volume reprinting TJKC 41-9, including the FOURTH WORLD issue (#6) and 
the FANTASTIC FOUR issue (#9)! Also includes OVER 30 NEW PIECES of never-before-published pencils from THE PRISONER, 
$24 for 6-issues in the US NEW GODS, FANTASTIC FOUR, CAPTAIN AMERICA, THOR, HUNGER DOGS, JIMMY OLSEN, SHIELD, CAPTAIN VICTORY, and 
12332 for 6-issues in Canada/Mexico more! Interviews with KIRBY, JOE SIMON, MIKE ROYER, MARK EVANIER, STEVE SHERMAN, JOE SINNOTT, an essay by JIM 
0 $44 for 6-issues outside North America STERANKO, a new introduction by MARK EVANIER, and more! $21.95 postpaid ($24.95 Canada, $34.95 elsewhere) 
ו‎ Name. Q812: (4-pages) INTERNATIONAL issue! Two KIRBY interviews, JOHN BYRNE interview, Kirby around the world, SAN DIEGO CON ו‎ 


96 Kirby Panel (with EVANIER, WOLFMAN & STERN), CAPT. AMERICA pencils, & more! Color Kirby/Windsor-Smith cover. 


Address 
Q 413: (52-pages) SUPERNATURAL issue! Jack and Walter Gibson interviewed, unpublished 7-page story, DICK AYERS interview, I 
DEM0N, BLACK MAGIC, ATLAS MONSTERS, published pages before inks, & more! Color Kirby/Ayers and Kirby/Bissette covers. 
UN בי‎ #14: (52-pages) THOR issue! Interviews with CHIC STONE and WALT SIMONSON, uninked pencils to JOURNEY INTO MYSTERY 
ו‎ 886---------- Zip #101 and others, unused THOR #169 art, ргов/сопв of Vince Colletta, & more! Color Kirby/Stone and Kirby/Simonson covers. 
Сотіу-------- nat: (52-pages) SCI-FI issue! Interviews with KIRBY, AL WILLIAMSON, MIKE THIBODEAUX. Features on ETERNALS, MACHINE 
ו‎ Phone MAN, 2001, CAPTAIN VICTORY, SKY MASTERS, unpublished art, & more! Color Kirby/Austin and Kirby/Williamson covers. ו‎ 


Send check or т.о. in US fundspayable to: (2416: (52-pages) TOUGH GUYS Issue! Interviews with FRANK MILLER and WILL EISNER! Plus Kirby's cowboys, gangsters, kid 
gangs, spies, soldiers, a little “tough love", unpublished art, & more! Color Kirby/Miller and Kirby/Kesel covers. 


TwoMorrows 
1812 Park Drive. #17: (52-pages) DC issue! Interviews with KIRBY, NEAL ADAMS, D. BRUCE BERRY, and GREG THEAKSTON! Plus OMAC, 
Raleigh, NC 27605 KAMANDI, CHALLENGERS, SANDMAN, MANHUNTER, unpublished art, & more! Color Kirby/Royer and Kirby/Rude covers. 
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NORMAN MOVED THROUGH THE UPSTAIRS HALLWAY TOWARD 
THE BEDROOM. WHEN HE REACHED THE DOORWAY, НЕ 
STOPPED. HE STARED GRIMLY IN AT BERTHA, HIS WIFE. 
SHE WAS HUMMING SOFTLY AS SHE PACKED HER CLOTHES 
INTO THE OPEN SUITCASE ON THE BED. NORMAN SHUD - 
DERED. THE TIME HAD COME. THE WEEKS OF HOPING 
AND PLANNING WERE ALMOST OVER NOW. SALLY 

WAS ІМ NEW YORK,WAITING FOR HIM. SHE'D FINISHED WITH 
HER PART OF THE SCHEME. NOW IT WAS UP TO NORMAN TO 
COMPLETE HIS. HE GRIPPED THE AXE HE HELD BEHIND 
HIS BACK TIGHTLY AND STEPPED INTO THE BEDROOM... 


YOU KNOW, DEAR, I NEVER 2/0 /7 W/LL BE HERE, 
FIND THAT МСЕ P/CTURE OF ME BERTHA... WHEN 
THAT USED TO BE ON THE BUREAU. Т СОМЕ BACK! 
NOT THAT I WANT TO TAKE זו‎ WITH 
ME ON OUR 70/2 YOU UNDERSTAND... 
BUT I'D JUST LIKE IT TO ДЕ HERE 
WHEN WE GET BACK. 




























YOU MADE A MISTAKE, DEAR. 
YOU MEANT WHEN WE COME 


I SAD,'WHEN Г 
COME BACK,’ 
BERTHA! 
YOU'RE NOT 
COMING BACKT 
YOU'RE NOT 
EVEN GOING 




















Вевтна LOOKED AT HER HUSBAND AND SAW THE 
ANGRY FIRE IN HIS EYES AND THE GRIM EXPRESSION 
AROUND HIS TIGHT- LIPPED MOUTH AND HER BLOOD 
RAN COLD AS NORMAN BROUGHT THE AXE FROM 
BEHIND HIS BACK... 


NORMAN/ I...I... I'M GOING סד‎ 4 
NORMAN. WHAT ARE | vou, BERTHA. SALLY 
YOU GO/NG TO DO?| ^ND X HAVE PLANNED 

THIS ALL SO CARE- 





Rees CRANDALL 


BERTHA BACKED OFF, WHIMPERING... 


Y Y£S,MY DEAR... SALLY: 
SHE'S GOING TO TAKE 
YOUR PLACE. SHE'S 


WAITING FOR ME NOW.. 
IN NEW YORK.. 






I..I DON'T YNDER- IT'S VERY ( /ן‎ I TOOK iT... £$f1 


STAND, NORMAN. SIMPLE, Vr— 1 GAVE זו‎ To SALLY. SHE 
HOW GOULD SHE WENT TO WEW YORK... 


TAKE MY PLACE? Д ро YOU THINK TO A PLASTIC SURGEON. 
THAT NICE HE OPERATED ON HER, 
PORTRAIT OF HE MADE HER LOOK JUST 
YOU DISAPPEARED LIKE yous 4 


TO? 





NORMAN GIGGLED IDIOTICALLY, ADVANCING TOWARD HER. HE STOOD OVER BERTHA , GRINNING DOWN AT HER... 
WHEN WE GET BACK FROM OUR VACATION, У DON'T, Y 
МО ONE WILL KNOW THE D/FFERENCE. NORMAN! 
THEY'LL COMMENT ON HOW WELZ I LOOK PLEASES 
AND HOW MUCH WE/GHT YOU'VE LOST. HAVE PITY. 
YOU SEE, SALLY ISN'T A FAT SLOG 2 
LIKE YOU. DO YOU WANT TO KNOW 

HOW I MET SALLY? 





SALLY CAME INTO THE OFFICE Y^ NORMANS 
LOOKING FOR WORK ONE DAY! BEG OF YOU 
I TOLD HER THERE WERE WO 

OPENINGS AND SHE STARTED 


A 


HER ACT/NG ABILITY, BERTHA! THAT'S 
COFFEE AND DOUGHNUTS FOR WEEKS. - WHAT'S GOING TO ВЕ SO HELPFUL 
SHE'D BEEN AN ACTRESS AND THE ROAD WHEN SHE TAKES YOUR PLACE. DO 
COMPANY SHE'D BEEN WITH HAD BEEN YOU KNOW SHE STUD/ED YOUR 
DISBANDED LEAVING HER STRANDED... VOICE FOR WEEKS. 1 MADE 


RECORDINGS... 





BERTHA SQUEALED AS NORMAN 
BROUGHT THE AXE DOWN. THE SING- 
ING OF STEEL AND THE THUD OF 
RAZOR-SHARP METAL AGAINST 
FLESH CUT THE SQUEAL SHORT... 


LIKE Т...ОООР... 
EEE. fy | ( 54/0, BERTHA... 
: \( SALLY AND I 


PLANNED THIS 
:\ CAREFULLY” 


HE DROPPED THE BODY ON THE TILE FLOOR AND 
WENT BACK FOR THE AXE, SMILING НАР 


YES, THAT DAY...IN THAT LITTLE 
RESTAURANT WHERE I TOOK HER... 
SALLY AND J FELL IN LOVE... 





Мовмам LOOKED DOWN AT HIS WIFE 
LYING ON THE BEDROOM FLOOR WITH 
THE BLOOD 0021М6 FROM THE DEEP 
GASH HE'D OPENED UP IN HER SKULL... 

we FELL /W LOVE, BERTHA... 
JUST LIKE THAT. WHEN I'D 
HEARD SHE'D NOT EATEN A 
DECENT MEAL IN WEEKS,I 

тоок HER OUT TO DINNER! 





НЕ RAISED THE AXE AGAIN,THEN 
LOOKED AT THE BLOOD DRIPPING 
ONTO THE SCATTER RUG. HE SHOOK 
HIS HEAD. HE PUT DOWN THE AXE ,AND 
DRAGGED THE BODY INTO THE BATH- 
ROOM... 


TILE FLOORS ARE MUCH 
EASIER TO CLEAN THAN PUBS, 
AREN'T THEY, BERTHA? NOW, 

WHERE WAS I? OH,YES.. 


nmm 





HE RETURNED TO THE BATHROOM AND KNELT DOWN OVER THE 
BODY, RAISING THE AXE... 


...AND ALL THOSE W/GH7S WHEN YOU THOUGHT I WAS 
WORKING LATE OR OUT WITH THE BOYS OR OUT WAL 
I WAS SEE/NG SALLY... pry 





HE BROUGHT THE AXE DOWN SAVAGELY, AGAIN AND 

AGAIN...HACKING, SEVERING, DISMEMBERING... 
I ANEW YOU'D NEVER GIVE ME А 
UHH... DIVORCE! І AWEW !זו‎ I..UHH... 
TOLD SALLY זו‎ WAS HOPELESS! 


ГІ 











НЕ STOOD UP AND WIPED THE PERSPIRATION FROM HIS 
BROW,SMEARING HIS FOREHEAD SCARLET... 


PLAN OF GETTING A/D OF YOU SO THAT SALLY. 
COULD TAKE YOUR PLACE” д 





Не STUMBLED DOWN THE STAIRS, HE OPENED THE KITCHEN CABINET HE BROUGHT THE WRAPPING 
MUTTERING... WHERE BERTHA ALWAYS KEPT THE PAPER BACK UPSTAIRS TO THE 
BROWN WRAPPING PAPER... BATHROOM... 


-+ -AND NO ONE WOULD EVER Y| [?..амо SUR/ED THEM IN } айй 
SUSPECT THAT то D/SMEM- N ZHE BACK YARDS 

BERED YOU AND WRAPPED 
EACH SECTION UP CARE- 









MY VACATION WAS COMING UP. 
IT WOULD BE SO S/MPLE. 
NEIGHBORS...RELATIVES... 
EVERYONE WOULD THINK I'D 
TAKEN YOU AWAY...TO 

NEW YORK... 











THEN, IN THE DARKNESS, NORMAN CARRIED OUT ONE ONE AFTER THE OTHER, THROUGH THE NIGHT, HE 

CRUDE BLOODSTAINED BROWN PAPER PACKAGE AT A TIME BURIED THE GRISLY PARCELS AROUND THE YARD, PATTING 
AND DUG A SHALLOW HOLE IN THE BACKYARD BACK THE SOD SMOOTHLY... 
Г so SALLY STUDIED YOUR VOICE SHE WATCHED YOU FROM AFAR...STUDIED YOUR 


FROM SECRET RECORDINGS 1 MADE MAWWERISMS... YOUR MAL... YOUR EVERY 
MOVEMENT... 





FiNALLY, HIS PACKAGES INTERRED, HE CAREFULLY ~ RETURNED THE AXE TO ITS PLACE IN THE CELLAR TOOL 
SCRUBBED THE BATHROOM CLEAN OF THE BLOOD BOX... 


STAINS LAST NIGHT SALLY 0444. ME. SHE SAID EVERYTHING 
AND F/NALLY, LAST MONTH, X TOOK YOUR WAS READY. THEY'D REMOVED THE BANDAGES. 

PORTRAIT FROM ITS PLACE ON THE BUREAU WE WERE 444 SET. SO... 

AND GAVE ІТ TO SALLY AND SHE WENT ТО 
NEW YORK.. тол PLASTIC SURGEON... 





..AND BURNED THE SCATTER RUG THEN HE PUT BERTHA'S SUITCASE He TOOK A FINAL TOUR THROUGH THE 
IN THE FURNACE... INTO THE TRUNK OF THE CAR. . . HOUSE, CHECKING ... 
| WHEN WE GET BACK FROM WE'VE 54/0 OUR 
MY VACATION, SALLY AND I 6000-ВҮЕЅ. EVERYONE 
WILL LIVE HERE AS УАУ KNOWS WE WERE TO 
AND M/F£. SHE WILL BE LEAVE EARLY THIS 
YOU, BERTHA... / MORNING.. 









... AND סא‎ ONE WILL EVER KNOW 
THAT THE REAL YOU LIES 
BURIED או‎ NEAT LITTLE 
PACKAGES BENEATH 
OUR BACK YARD / 





Не TURNED OUT ALL THE LIGHTS, LOCKED THE FRONT HE OPENED THE GARAGE DOORS AND SLID ONTO THE 
DOOR, AND EVEN REMEMBERED TO PLACE THE NOTE FOR SEAT BESIDE THE DEPARTMENT STORE MANNEKIN HE'D 
THE MILKMAN THAT BERTHA HAD WRITTEN EARLIER DRESSED IN BERTHA'S CLOTHES... 
INTO THE EMPTY BOTTLE ON THE BACK STEP... \ "AN CASE ANY NOSEY NEIGHBORS 
NEXT STOP, NEW YORK... AND ARE UP THIS TIME OF NIGHT AND 
МҮ NEW WIFE ...MY NEW BERTHA... SEE US LEAVE... 
SALLY...WITH BERTHA'S OLD Т ча 
FACE...BUT WITH HER OWN y 
BODY... / 





Ë 


| 





HE BACKED THE CAR OUT ОҒ THE GARAGE, STOPPED, 
GOT OUT, AND CLOSED THE GARAGE DOORS, LOCKING Тм COM/NG...SALLY IT'S DONE... 
THEM. HE TOOK ONE LAST LOOK AT THE EMPTY DARK AND I'M COMINGS 





SALLY MET NORMAN АТ А PRE- HE DID AN EXCELLENT] BABY, 


DETERMINED SPOT IN THE NEW YORK JOB, DON'T YOU THINK? WE'LL BE 

CITY SUBURBS ... ABLE TO 

NORMAN... || ] 6000 голо, \ | САНИ THiS 
ГА , 

DEAREST: SALLY! YOU WO TROUBLE 


LOOK JUST 2% 


OH, YES, MR. 
CRACKEN! JUST 
SIGN HERE... 


YOU HAVE A RESERVATION FOR 
MR. AND MRS. NORMAN CRACKEN... 


... SAW THE SIGHTS...THE EMPIRE STATE BUILDING 


YOU CAN SEE THE WHOLE v WE'RE 102 FLOORS 
CITY FROM UP HERE, NORMAN. ABOVE FIFTH AVE.. 
LOOK! THERE'RE THE 


PALISADES. AND THAT'S 
CENTRAL PARK... 


WILL THAT BE 
ALL, M'SIEU? 


THIS IS WHERE ALL THE 
BIG RADIO AND Т.М. 





THEY DROVE INTO THE CITY... SALLY 
SNUGGLING AGAINST NORMAN... 
WAS IT... זו‎ WAS 424 


TERRIBLE, RIGHT, І KEPT 
NORMAN? I THINKING OF YOU 


MEAN... KILLING ) AND THAT GAVE 
HER LIKE THAT? | ME THE STRENGTH, 


Fg Tí 


A YES, THANK YOU... AND OUR 
COMPLIMENTS TO THE CHEF! 


LOOK, NORMAN! FREE 
TICKETS! WE CAN SEE 
А BROADCAST... 


THE GIRL BEHIND THE 'GUEST RELATIONS' DESK LOOKED OF COURSE f YOUR ER...MR. AND MRS. WORMAN 7 
NAME, PLEASE... | CRACKEN, 205 PINE STREET, 


AND ADDRESS. № LITTLE FALLS, 0 A 


UP AS NORMAN AND SALLY APPROACHED 
5 7 с 
YES, WHAT CAN I )f WE'RE FROM . AND WE'D 
DO FOR YOU? LIKE TO SEE A 
y RADIOOR СИ 









; OH, FORGET ABOUT 

THEY FOR, PREMIER ОҒ THAT! ONLY 
NORMAN? A NEW SHOW... 

A QU/Z SHOW SPONSORS OR THE 

CALLED ‘TREASURE [| EWCEES сет ом 

HUNTS’ TONIGHT. || \ 7HOSE SHOWS... 


AT 6:207 | | 1 | 


m 


THE GIRL HANDED NORMAN TWO 
TICKETS... 


HERE YOU ARE, MR. 
AND MRS. CRACKEN. 
AND HAVE А 
PLEASANT STAY 































Тнат NIGHT, АТ 8:15 NORMAN AND SALLY ARRIVED AT 
THE STUDIO AND TOOK THEIR SEATS... 











OUR GUEST RELATIONS BUREAU SUPPLIED US 
WITH YOUR NAMES FOLKS. YOU SEE, WE Z/K£ TO PICK 
CONTESTANTS FROM OUT OF TOWN. HOW DO YOU DO? 
I'M BERT COLLIE, YOUR EMCEE. NOW THE /DEA OF 
‘TREASURE HUNT" 15 VERY SIMPLE. I ASK 
QUESTIONS...YOU ANSWER THEM. IF YOU ANSWER 
THEM 444 CORRECTLY, YOU BECOME ELIGIBLE FOR THE 
"TREASURE HUNT'S OKAY? 





MINUTES TILL A/R TIME, SO WE'D 
LIKE TO PICK OUT OUR CONTESTANTS. 
WILL MR. AND MRS. ER...CRAKER... 
OR CRAKEW...PLEASE STEP UP... 




















BEFORE NORMAN AND SALLY REAL- AND NOW NORMAN AND SALLY WERE  |[ WHAT WERE THE 
IZED IT, THE PROGRAM WAS ON THE STANDING THERE... ANSWERING NAMES OF 

AIR, AND THE FIRST CONTESTANTS QUESTIONS... COLUMBUS'S 
WERE STANDING BEFORE THE MICRO- F CORRECT’ AND WOW ..FOR THE 

PHONE... TREASURE HUNT' QUESTION f 

OH, IM SORRY, N S step up, ы L/STEW, BECAUSE WE WILL ALLOW 

FOLKS! THAT'S THE / MR. AND MRS. ONE ANSWER AND ONE 

WRONG ANSWERS ANSWER ONLY... 

BUT, FOR APPEARING 
אס‎ ‘TREASURE HUNT’ Ү) 
WE PRESENT YOU WITH... 











CRAKEN, 
YOU'RE NEXT f 








4 5 D'YA HEAR THAT, FOLKS? THREE THOUSAND DOLLARS! 
MR. AND MRS. CRAKEN/ YOU HAVE THAT'S WHAT YOUR TREASURE 15 WORTH / AND NOW, 
ANSWERED THE ‘TREASURE HUNT 1 , DO YOU WANT סד‎ KNOW WHERE YOUR TREASURE /S ? 
QUESTION CORRECTLY AND YOU 4 WELL,ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS GO BACK 7O... LET'S SEE... 
ARE WOW EL/G/BLE To START LITTLE FALLS, 0/0, AND DIG IT UP... 
YOUR TREASURE HUNT? LULU, 
HOW MUCH IS THE TREASURE 


..BECAUSE A/GHT AT THIS VERY MOMENT, NORMAN FELT HIS BLOOD RUN COLD. SALLY PALED TO ASHEN 
А FIELD TEAM FROM THIS PROGRAM 15 WHITE EXCEPT AROUND THE BRUISES REMAINING FROM HER 
BURYING YOUR TREASURE או‎ YOUR OWN 
BACK YARD THREE...THOUSAND...DOLLARS... 


PLASTIC SURGERY OPERATION, THEY LOOKED AT EACH ULL. 


5 'MATTER, FOLKS? AREN'T YOU HAPPY? RIGHT 

AT THIS MOMENT, THEY'RE AURY/W' THREE 

THOUSAND DOLLARS IN YOUR BACKYARD, 
YOU SHOULD BE HAPPY ^ : 





THEY LOOKED AROUND. THERE WAS WO PLACE TO RUN. NO 
PLACE TO H/DE. AND THEW, SOMEWHERE BACKSTAGE, А 
TELEPHONE BEGAN TO RING... — THE END — 





Li 


ExacrLY AS HE HAD DONE EVERY 
MORNING FOR THE PAST FOURTEEN 
YEARS, MILTON GANS SIGHED, PUSHED 
OPEN THE DOOR TO THE BANK 


EMPLOYEES ENTRANCE, NOTED THAT, 


AS ALWAYS, IT WAS PRECISELY TWO 
MINUTES TO NINE ON THE COLD-FACE 
WALL-CLOCK 





...DUSTED OFF THE WELL-WORN 
SWIVEL CHAIR WITH HIS IMMACULATE 
HANDKERCHIEF. 











UI, 


+, *STRODE TO HIS LITTLE CUBICLE ... TORE OFF THE PREVIOUS DAY'S 
BEHIND THE RAILING, HUNG UP HIS PAGE FROM HIS DESK CALENDAR... 
HAT, COAT,AND UMBRELLA ON THE 
RACK BESIDE HIS DESK.. . 


... SHARPENED HIS TRAY FULL OF 
PENCILS TO NEEDLE POINTS... 





Yes, THIS WAS THE RITUAL. EVERY DAY FOR THE PAST 
FOURTEEN YEARS, MILTON HAD PERFORMED IT. NOW HE 
SAT STIFFLY, WAITING FOR THE WALL CLOCK TO CHIME, 
WAITING FOR GRIM-FACED OLD CHARLIE, THE VENERABLE 
BANK GUARD, TO SHUFFLE ACROSS THE BANK LOBBY AND 
UNLOCK THE MASSIVE BRONZE DOORS, OPENING THE 
FLOODGATES TO THE HOARDS OF FORM FILLER-OUTERS, 
AND COMPLAINERS, AND MORTGAGE -DELINQUENTS, AND... 


Ç OH,MR. GANS, WILL HUH? OH...YES, MR. 
5 YOU STEP IN HERE, <> \THRUMBLE! YES, SIR! 
PLEASE? : 





WHAT WAS THIS? SOMETHING NEW? SOMETHING STRANGE? 
SOMETHING DIFFERENT? SOME UNFAMILIAR ACTION 
EXPLODING THE MONOTONY THAT MILTON HAD GROWN TO 
HATE? MILTON AROSE NERVOUSLY AND TIP-TOED ACROSS 
THE SILENT LOBBY,FEELING ALL EYES UPON HIM... 

















WANTED TO 


SEE МЕ, MR. 
THRUMBLE? 


YOUR DESH, MR. GANS, BUT SOME- 
THING HAS COME UP THAT REQUIRES 
THE BANK'S /MMED/ATE ATTENTION. | 
MRS. COURTRIGHT JUST CALLED. SHE } 


UP TO THIS ТІМЕ, І 






I DON'T 
UNDERSTAND, 15 OUR LARGEST 
MR. THRUMBLE. | DEPOS/TOR, MR. 
IF MRS. COURT- | GANS. SHE HAS 
RIGHT WISHES | AN ACCOUNT OF 
TO MAKE A | OVER /25,000 
WITHORAWAL, | DOLLARS WITH US. | THE OLD CRAB. 


WHY DOESN'T | MRS.COURTRIGHT IS GETS ON MY WERVES. | ` DRAWAL SLIP ANO TAKE IT... 
SHE DROP INTO | VERY OLD. SHE so TODAY...\F YOU м. 

THE BANK AND f WEVER LEAVES DON'T MIND..JUST AS Jj? 
М MAKE ?זו‎ АА, HER HOUSE. A FAVOR TO ME... „йй 7,2 


MONEY, HAVE HER 6/6 THE -הדוא‎ ]] SIMPLE ENOUGH, 


DRAWAL SLIP, AND КМГЕ? THE MR. THRUMBLE./ 


WITHDRAWAL IN HER BANK 


[HAVE BEEN PERSON- CALLS IN AND WANTS TO MAKE 


|GANS. BUT LATELY... IF YOU'LL GROCERIES, 1. GUESS. ALL I DO 
WI JUST TELL IS REMOVE HER RECORD CARD 
| JUST CAN'T STAND ME WHAT | | FROM THE FILE , СУГЕ? THE 


WELL,FRANKLY. 





| A WITHDRAWAL FOR ДОРГУ OR 
FIFTY DOLLARS... ENOUGH FOR 








SHE TO 20... WITHDRAWAL, FILL OUT A WITH- 







TOGETHER WITH THE MONEY... 
TO HER HOME. qe 


V iT /5, GANS! EVERYTHING WOULD ВЕ 

| VERY PAINLESS \F ІТ WEREN'T FOR 
MRS. COURTRIGHT. І..1..ОН, WELL? 

| YOU'LL SEE FOR YOURSELF? HERE'S 
HER ACCOUNT NUMBER...SHE WANTS 


FIFTY DOLLARS THIS WEEK...AND 
| HERE'S HER ADDRESS... AND... ; 
GOOD LUCK! 


MILTON CLOSED THE DOOR TO MR. 
THRUMBLE'S OFFICE BEHIND HIM AND 
SURVEYED THE BUSTLING BANK LOBBY. 
A LINE HAD ALREADY FORMED AT 
THE GATE BEHIND WHICH HIS AND 
MISS CREEGAN'S DESKS STOOD. MISS 
CREEGAN LOOKED UP AT HIM, SHE 














Miss CREEGAN GLARED AFTER HIM 
AS MILTON STEPPED BEHIND THE 
TELLER'S CAGES AND SLID OUT THE 
FILE DRAWER CONTAINING MRS. 
COURTRIGHT 5 ACCOUNT CARD. 


RIGHT WANTS TO 


THE TELLER COUNTED OUT FIVE 
TEN DOLLAR BILLS 












Б? 


YT KNOW THE 
ROUTINE, GANS. 
HERE YOU ARE! 
Ю» WANT ME TO 
ENTER /7 ON 


WAS VERY ANNOYED.. . MAKE AM/TH- ER CARD Fon. B 
MR. GANS! Z CAN'T 24044. LET ME À < 
POSS/BLY SERVICE V HAVE TO, HAVE F/FTY DOL- Ñ 















ALL THESE PEOPLE. MISS 


CREEGAN. 


MR. DILLON PLACED MRS COURTRIGHT'S CARD IN THE 
MACHINE, PUSHED STUDS, FLICKED A LEVER, AND 
HANDED IT BACK TO MILTON, . . 

Visw'r ITA SHAME, GANS? THE OLD GAL'S¥ 
BALANCE HAS DW/NDL ED DOWN TO A 
MERE ONE HUNDRED AND TWENTY- 
EIGHT THOUSAND, THREE HUNDRED 3 
AND FIFTY-SIX DOLLARS АМО TEN 5 

E CENTS. < 


А...А 
Р/ТУ, 
A MR. DILLONS 


MRS. COURTRIGHT'S HOUSE WAS ONE OF THOSE OLD 
BROWNSTONE HOUSES THAT HAD ONCE BEEN CONSIDERED 
VERY FASHIONABLE AND A SURE SIGN OF WEALTH. IN 
RECENT YEARS, MOST OF THEM HAD BEEN CONVERTED 
INTO DUPLEX APARTMENTS. MRS. COURTRIGHT HAD 
STUBBORNLY HELD ОМ TO HERS... 
š YES? WHO ARE 
YOU ? WHAT DO YOU 
WANT? SPEAK UPS 
DON'T sust STAND Д 


y IM... AH...FROM 
THE BANK, MRS. 
COURTRIGHT/ I... 
AH... HAVE YOUR 





LARS, WILL YOU? 
I'LL GIVE YOU THE 
SIGNED WITHDRAWAL 
SLIP WHEN І RETURM..} 













Ж ЕЗ 
2 CF 


MILTON RETURNED TO HIS CUBICLE, PUT ON HIS HAT AND 
COAT, TOOK HIS UMBRELLA, AND STRODE ACROSS THE 
LOBBY AND OUT OF THE BANK... 


DIFFERENT... SOMETHING TO 
BREAK THE MOWOTOWY ^ 





MRs. COURTRIGHT WAS A WRINKLED OLD THING WITH 
BEADY EYES AND A GRIM TIGHT-LIPPED MOUTH. SHE 
STUDIED MILTON FOR A MOMENT, LOOKING HIM OVER 
FROM HEAD TO TOE... 


НММРН! WHAT HAPPENED 

TO OLD THRUMBLE? 

GETTING LAZY IN HIS 
OLD AGE? 


ER..MR. THRUMBLE HAS.. ER... 
SUFFERED A SPRA/NED 
ANKLE, MISS COURTRIGHT... 
AND WALKING CAUSES HIM 


Mns. COURTRIGHT MOTIONED MILTON 
INTO THE LIBRARY... 


Mns. COURTRIGHT WRAPPED HER 
CANE ON THE FLOOR... 









BAH! DON'T L/E TO N THAT is 

ME, YOUNG MAN. I Nor TRUE, 

KWOW WHY THRUMBLE|MRS. COURT- 

DIDN'T СОМЕ? HE CAN'T |RIGHT/ НЕ... 
STAWD ме! 
































NNI 





MiLTON TURNED TO GO. MRS. COURT- 
RIGHT RAPPED HER CANE... 





THRUMBLE WAS WAITING FOR HIM 
WHEN HE RETURNED... 


MRS. COURTRIGHT JUST 
CALLED, GANS! SHE 
TOLD ME SHE NEVER 
WANTS TO SEE MY UGLY 
OLD PUSS AGAIN. SHE 
WANTS THATW/CE 
YOUNG MAN TO COME 
EVERY WEEK FROM NOW 











NEVER MINDS NI HERE vou 
NEVER MIND’ | ARE, MRS. 
GIVE ME THE COURTRIGHT f 
WITHDRAWAL 
54/0 . סאה.‎ A 

PEN. 






MILTON SUBTRACTED FIFTY DOL- 
LARS FROM THE BALANCE IN MRS. 
COURTRIGHT'S BANKBOOK AND 
INITIALED THE RESULT, HE HANDED 
THE BOOK BACK TO THE OLD LADY... 
V'rHERE YOU ARE, MADAM 

IT HAS BEEN A PLEASURE 

TO SERVE YOU f GOOD-DAYf, 











BIGGEST DEPOSITOR. 
SO WE MUST... HEH, НЕН. 
PLEASE HERS 








Mrs. COURTRIGHT SCRAWLED HER 
NAME ACROSS THE DOTTED LINE AT 
THE BOTTOM OF THE WITHDRAWAL SLIP 
AND HANDED IT BACK TO MILTON 





HERE YOU | 
ARES 





Не SMILED AT THE OLD LADY AND 
LEFT. ALL THE WAY BACK TO THE 
BANK, MILTON MUTTERED TO HIMSELF... 


V WHAT A P/TY/ ALL THAT MONEY 


WASTED אס‎ SUCH AN OLD CROW. 
LORD, WHAT I COULDN'T DO 
WITH SOME OF THAT MOOLA 





MILTON STEAMED AS MR. THRUMBLE 
CROSSED THE LOBBY, LAUGHING. HE 


TURNED TO MR. DIL. 


"MERE HERE'S 
YOUR ROTTEN 


HEH, HE 
I SEE YOU 
cot A PER- 


[ JEN, JOB GANS! 


sai 


= 


Момотому SET IN AGAIN. THE SAME TEDIOUS МОМОТ 
ONY, FROM THAT DAY ON, WHENEVER MRS. COURTRIGHT 
CALLED, MILTON WOULD LEAVE HIS DESK, REMOVE HER 
ACCOUNT CARD FROM THE FILE, ENTER THE WITH- 
DRAWAL SLIP, TAKE ENOUGH MONEY, AND GO TO HER 
HOUSE... 


HOW DO YOU DO, MRS, 
COURTRIGHT? AND HOW 
RE YOU TODAY ? 


WHY BOTHER ASKING, 
MR. GANS? YOU'RE WOT 
REALLY /WTERESTED. 
LET'S GET THE BUSINESS 
OVER WITH. 


ONE DAY, AFTER MRS. COURTRIGHT 
CALLED, MILTON REMOVED HER 
ACCOUNT CARD FROM THE FILE AND... 






5 





MILTON GRINNED. IT WOULD BE SO SIMPLE. MRS. COURT- 
RIGHT WEVER CHECKED TO SEE WHAT WAS WRITTEN ON 
THE W/THDRAWAL SL/P, ALL MILTON HAD TO DO WAS 
ENTER A $50 WITHDRAWAL IN HEA BANKBOOK, AND 
POCKET THE $450 DIFFERENCE. THE ACCOUNT CARD 
WOULD SHOW THE $500 WITHDRAWAL, THE S/GWED 
WITHDRAWAL SLIP WOULD BE ITS AUTHORIZATION. 
AND MRS. COURTRIGHT WOULD WEVER KNOW. HER 
RECORD WOULD SHOW ONLY A #50 WITHDRAWAL... 
$100...$200...$300...$400 ...$450...$460...$470...$480... 
$490...$500...$50 FOR MRS. COURTRIGHT...$450 FOR 
MR. GANS... 












MILTON PLACED THE ACCOUNT CARD 
INTO THE MACHINE, PRESSED STUDS, 
PULLED A LEVER АМО... 
oH, LORDS LOOK 
WHAT I'VE DONE. I'VE 
ENTERED A WITHDRAWAL 
FOR $500.00 INSTEAD 
or $50.00/ r...r... 
>< 





AND EVERY TIME, MRS. COURTRIGHT WOULD SIGN THE 
WITHDRAWAL SLIP AND MILTON WOULD GIVE HER THE 
MONEY AND SIGN HER BANKBOOK, AND THEN... 


THANK YOU, MRS. COURTRIGHT. 

ІТ HAS BEEN A PLEASURE FOR 

ME סד‎ SERVE YOU! KEEP WELL! 
6000-2АУ. 





SUDDENLY MILTON SAW AN END TO ALL 
THIS MONOTONY. A WAY OUT. HE STARED 
AT THE HUGE BALANCE. THE $500 HAD 
MADE SUCH A 7/WY DENT... 


SHE'D...SHE'D NEVER 
MISS /7. AND I COULD 
RETURN /7, EVENTUALLY! 





MILTON COUNTED OUT THE FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS 
AND MADE OUT THE WITHDRAWAL SLIP... 


I'LL BE SAFE UNLESS MRS. COURTRIGHT COMES /W7O 

THE BANK OR SOMEONE ELSE SERVICES HER 

ACCOUNT. THAT MEANS WO VACAT/OWS FOR ME. 

NO DAYS OFF. I'VE GOT TO BE HERE AT ALL 
TIMES TO COVER MYSELF... 


MILTON WASAS NERVOUS ASA CAT THAT NIGHT, MILTON ATE IN THE Bur $450 DOESN'T LAST VERY LONG 


WHEN HE WENT TO SEE MRS. COURT- MOST EXPENSIVE RESTAURANT HE «+ ESPECIALLY THE WAY MILTON SPENT 
RIGHT. BUT SHE SIGNED THE WITH- COULD FIND, AFTER THAT, HE WENT IT. BY THE FOLLOWING FRIDAY, IT WAS 
DRAWAL SLIP AS USUAL WITHOUT TO TWO NIGHT CLUBS. HE HAD A ALL GONE! AND SO,WHEN MRS. 


EVEN LOOKING AT IT... 






WONDERFUL TIME... COURTRIGHT CALLED FOR HER $50... 


r..$700... $800... $900... $950... 
$960. ..$980...$ 1000. 


THERE YOU ARE, МЕ //-А/О, 
GANS. AND NOW THAT THANK 
we've F/N/SHED YOU, MRS, 
OUR BUSINESS, MAY COURTRIGHT) 
I OFFER YOU A CUP I REALLY 

MUST RETURN 





A YEAR PASSED. EACH WEEK, MILTON WOULD GO АМО THEN HE'D CALMLY ENTER А $50 WITHDRAWAL IN HER 
TO SEE MRS. COURTRIGHT. HE WOULD SIT AND TALK ВАМКВООК, HAND HER THE $50, AND POCKET THE DIFFERENCE... 


TO THE OLD BAT, AND SOMETIMES HAVE TEA WITH THERE YOU ARE, MRS. COURTRIGHT. I... UNTIL MEXT WEEK 


HER, AND HE'D GIVE HER A WITHDRAWAL SLIP TO AND THERE IS YOUR MONEY. THEN, MR. GANS. 
SIGN... A WITHDRAWAL SLIP FOR $500...$1000... 2 
$2000... T 


KNOW, I REALLY MUST BE 
HERE YOU ARE,\ vou were | 


MR.GANS. NOW, / TELLING 
WHAT was I ME ABOUT 
| YOUR 
EUROPEAN 
TOUR BACK 
IN /929, MRS. 
COURTRIGHT... 





AND WITH THE MONEY HE'D PILFERED FROM OLD MRS. COURTRIGHT'S ACCOUNT, MILTON LED A WILD AND HECTIC 
LIFE... BOUGHT LAVISH GIFTS FOR HIS FEMALE AQUAINTANCES...WINED THEM.. 








THEN דו‎ HAPPENED. MR. THRUMBLE Ir was 444 OVER. мутон ANEW 
CALLED MILTON INTO HIS OFFICE ONE IT. AN ACCOUNTING OF MRS. OPEN UP GANS! 
MORNING AND TOLD HIM THEHORRIFY- — COURTRIGHT'S ESTATE WOULD ве Б A it's MR. THRUM- 
ING NEWS... MADE AND THE 7HEF7S WOULD - 

BE D/SGOVERED, MILTON SLIPPED 


MRS, COURTRIGHT \ 4 
DIED LAST NIGHT, uci AND HURRIED 


I'VE GOT TO GET OUT ) 















А 2ЕТЕСТ/ИЕ, סא‎ DOUBT. THEY'D COME ТО MILTON STEPPED TO THE WINDOW. IT WAS NINE STORIES DOWN 
ARREST HIM. MILTON LOOKED AROUND WILDLY. TO THE CONCRETE COURTYARD BELOW. . . 

ІТ MEANT JA/Z FOR HIM... THE HORR/BLE 7 

MONOTONY BEGINNING AGAIN... A HUM-DRUM 
PRISON EXISTENCE... 


TO OPEN UP? WE WANT 
To TALK TO YOU. . . ABOUT 
ATHE COURTRIGHT ESTATE... 





-.. SMASHING INTO THE CONCRETE COURT YARD, SPLATTERING 
BLOOD, CRUSHING BONE, RIPPING AND TEARING FLESH. MR. 
THRUMBLE AND MRS. COURTRIGHT'S LAWYER CAME DOWN- 


MILTON JUMPED. HIS BODY DROPPED EARTHWARD 
LIKE A LIMP RAG... 





STAIRS AND STOOD OVER MILTON'S CORPSE, SHAKING THEIR 





now, ЖУУ vo You Y ...AND HE HAD SO MUCH то LIVE 
FOR! /MAGINE... INHERITING MRS. 


А BANK ACCOUNT or a.MosT OWE 

HUNDRED AND TWENTY THOUSAND 

DOLLARS. SHE CERTAINLY HAD GROWN 
ERY FOND or Him! 


0 


і 


y 





President and CEO—Stephen A. Geppi 


To “Crime-Time,” 


CRIME 21. . .murder in the first degree. The story "In The 
Groove" by Jack Kamen, page 2 panel 5, who is Larry? 
The brother of Darryl and Darryl? Heh-heh! 


In *Blood Brothers" page 2 panel 6 the caption reads 
"Alex guides the car down a palm-tree lined road", how 
does he drive the car from the passenger seat? 


Now in your listing of the story titles and authors on the 
letters page and in the ad in "Previews" magazine you 
state that “Understudies!” follows the story "In The 
Groove”, but in the actual comic they are reversed. Did 
these stories get reprinted out of sequence? 


From: David (Melvin) Dellario Kensington, CT 


Garry Larry Green (sung to the tune of “Circiciribin”). Alex 
guides by force of personality. In the original comic, 
“Groove” came first, but in the 64pg RCP reprint they 
reversed the order; we missed fixing it. Our anonymous 
(and is he glad!) editor is now a three-time loser! 


Dear CRIME, 


Re, issue 421: Donna in "Mothers Day" would have 
benefitted from a phone session with Dr. Laura 
Schlessinger. Although Dr. Laura would deplore Mr. 
Kingsley's abandoning the family, in the end, he's the only 
family member left alive. 


In “Understudies!”, | fail to understand why the old flames 
cared what people back in the U.S. thought. Other than 
that, their plan worked pretty well. And | have to admit | 
admire lovely Gail single-handedly digging that deep 
grave. 


Letters page: Damon Runyon. 


Say, you don't suppose O.J. read "In the Groove" 
before...Nah - couldn't be! Could it?? 


cmm ME 


Publisher—Russ Cochran 


Although "Blood Brothers" prefigures Peter Benchley's 
"Jaws" by two decades, it carries the same visceral wallop. 
Say, you don't suppose Benchley read this before...? 


Bob Gorby Camarillo, CA 


As any farmboy can tell you (ask our anonymous editor), 
digging a hole is no cinch. Which is why he considers 
Hitchcock's THE TROUBLE WITH HARRY a fantasy rather 
than a comedy or a thriller! 


Damon Runyon. 


Re, a letter by Bill Thomason in CRIME 21 re, my letter in 
CRIME 12 in which І said ECs are awful, art is awful, sto- 
ries are stupid, outrageous, moronic, idiotic, etc etc. Just 
the opposite! 


As an aged EC FanAddict | like to sprinkle some sublime 
caustic lampoons around as well as OW, CK and VK. For 
those who don't know, a lampoon is defined as a satire, 
usually malicious, abusive, ridiculous and absurd all in a 
darkly humorous sense and at the same time invoking a 
paradoxial compliment. In short, don't take it seriously. 
Pshaw. 


As H. Kurtzman wrote in early MAD, "Only an idiot or 
moron would buy this trash-so buy it" Was ! politically 
incorrect? "GOOD LORD" (Oops, Can | say that?). 


Excuse me now, The OW is fixing some bloody Marys and 
wants to discuss the subject of "Are ECs garbage, or 
what?" She recently bought the Moana Leeze and wants 
to know where to stick it. Gotta go, CK just walked in. 


Your faithful subscriber (All 9), 


Ron Silay North Riverside, IL 


The (anonymous) idiot editor agrees with your EC 
Pshawvinisms - no problem! Does OW know that Moana 
was painted on a panel? 





On tip-toes, each carrying а satchel heavy with 
implements, the two brawny men slipped into the 
darkened office. Pinky pressed the trigger of his 
tiny pocket flash and the thin pencil of light circled 
the room, coming to rest on a big metal safe sitting 
ponderously in a shadowy corner. 


“There she is,’ Spec whispered exultantly, de- 
positing his bag on the floor. "It's almost 4 o'clock 

Лес knock this bimbo off before it gets light!" 
desk. “We'll do such a neat job they won't know 
for hours that this can's been jimmied!” he whis- 
pered. "No busted stuff...no fingerprints!" Then 
he transferred a battered cardboard folder and a 
feathery lady's hat from the top of the safe to the 
nearby desk. "After this caper's finished," he con- 
fided, "we move this junk back to the safe... clean 
up the joint so it looks like no one's been here.. 
then we go pfffft with the 5 grand I know they got 
stashed away for deposit tomorrow!" 


At 8 o'clock, when light was already beginning to 
probe through the venetian blinds, Spec groaned 
and tossed aside the sledge-hammer he had been 


using for the past hour. "N-No use,” he gasped 
wearily. 


"T... I can't understand it!" Pinky muttered, wip- 
ing sweat from his forehead with a shaky hand. "We 


been rassling with this safe for 4 hours... we've 
used hammers, chisels, drills, torches ...and still it’s 
no soap! There's 5 G's in that box, and we can't 
budge the door! Let's give it one more whirl be- 
fore..." 


А key scraped in a lock at that moment. "Quick!" 
Pinky grunted, frantically throwing his tools into 
his valise. "Grab that junk I dumped on the desk 
and put it back on top of the safe! T-There's a 
screen here we can duck behind...” 


Less than a minute later, peering out of their hid- 
ing place, Pinky and Spec saw the office door open 
and a slim girl entered, followed by three armed 
bank guards. They moved quickly across the room 
to the safe. Audibly grinding her chewing gum, the 
girl pushed aside the ash tray and the feathery hat 
atop the metal vault, and picked up the battered 
cardboard folder. She peered inside and smiled. 
"It's safe and sound,” she giggled. 


The guards exchanged a bewildered glance. "The 
casb," one of them asked, "ain't it kept in 'at safe?" 


"Naw!" the slim girl answered, popping her 
chewing gum loudly. "That safe's no good at all!" 
"That thing's been jammed for months. The com- 
pany that manufactured it sent a specialist...a 
reg'lar safe-cracker he was! He worked for a full 
week ... couldn't budge the door!” 


We welcome letters of comment. We cannot promise to acknowledge, publish or answer letters. 
We edit for clarity, accuracy and length, We automatically withhold street address and zip code 
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Also available this month are HAUNT and FRONTLINE COMBAT. Watch 
for CRYPT, PANIC and the first issue of PIRACY next month. Don't for- 
get VAULT, TWO-FISTED and the first issue of VALOR, coming soon! Get 
them at your local comic book shop or SUBSCRIBE (see our ad in this 
comic)! 


BACK ISSUES: CRYPT #1, sold out; FRONT 41-4, $2 each; all others up 
thru issue #3, $1.50 each; CRYPT, W SCI & SHOCK #4-16, and VAULT, 
W FAN, 2FIST, HAUNT and CRIME 44-15, $2 each. All others, $2.50 each 
(Latest Issues: CRYPT, W SCI, VAULT, W FAN, 2FIST, HAUNT and CRIME 
аге up to 22, FRONT to 11 and PANIC to 4.). 


Don't forget the entire 11-issue run of WEIRD SCIENCE- 
FANTASY/INCREDIBLE SCIENCE FICTION (#1-3, $1.50 each; #4-11, $2 
each) and the 18 Issues of SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES (/1-3, $1.50 each; 
#4-15, $2.00 each; #16-18, $2.50 each)! 


Add $5 per order ($10 outside US) for S&H. 


We want MORE letters! Write to: 
CRIME 
GEMSTONE 
POB 469 
WEST PLAINS MO 65775 


THIS COMIC REPRINTS 
CRIME SUSPENSTORIES 422 (APR/MAY 1954) 
COVER by Johnny Craig 


“In Each and Every Package" 


"Monotony" 
“Cinder Block" 
"Sight Unseen" 


Reed Crandall 
Bernie Krigstein 
Jack Kamen 
Joe Orlando 





unless you clearly state you wish them published. We attempt to acknowledge publication of 
letters: to do so we need your address on the individual letter. 


Pardon my watery stare, but | had my eyes peeled for 
some more great art to share with my FanAddict friends, 
and Todd Vickers, Gardena, CA, provided it. And I'm glad 
he did, my eyes were getting chapped! Thanks, old chap 
(16 years young), for heading up my lineup in THE 
CRYPT-KEEPER'S PAGE ОҒ... 


FINE ARTS... 


Dear Crippie, 


Here | am, back with another poem. | don't know why it is 
but | find you so inspirational. Just one look at you and my 
head starts spinning, my stomach leaps and stuff just 
spews out of me. The next thing | know I'm throwing up 
poetry. Do you have the same effect on others? Sincerely, 


Wendy Gunther Colchester, VT 


lve run your poem below, and ordered a round of bro- 
mos for the house (and | see you've drawn the house!). 
-CK 


THE HAUNTED HOUSE 


Spectral fingers touch my face, 
Leaving trails of tattered lace. 

A half-remembered children's song, 
Floats in the air and then is gone. 


Beneath grim portraits, glaring eyes, 
Forbidden shadows start to rise. 

Dread shapes untwine from peeling walls, 
And glide along the shrouded halls, 
Where weeping figures crouch and pray, 
Near shuttered rooms that bar their way. 


And | don't know how | came here, 
Who whispers softly in my ear, 

‘This house shall never set you free, 
Throughout your cursed eternity: 


After his show biz success, the НВО “Сгурікеерег” has 
evidently joined the suits in the business world, and this 
candid cartoon by Andrew Abis, Germantown, TN, proves 
it. -CK 


Send your contribs (not returnable, not too long, not too 
big, legible doublespaced text &/or bold black art. 
Warning...we edit) to: 

THE CRYPT-KEEPER'S 


PAGE OF FINE ARTS 


GEMSTONE 
POB 469 
WEST PLAINS MO 65775 


We welcome contributions. We cannot promise to return, acknowledge or publish contributions. 
We edit for clarity, accuracy and size. We automatically withhold street address end zip code 
unless you clearly state you with them published. We attempt to acknowledge publication; to do 
зо we need your address on the individual contribution. 





CONRAD GUIDED HIS FLASHY CREAM-COLORED CADILLAC 
INTO THE DARK DESERTED STREET, PULLED UP AT THE CURB, 
AND CUT THE IGNITION SWITCH. THE POWERFUL ENGINE DIED 
AND THE SILENCE CLOSED IN THICK AND OPPRESSIVE. 
CONRAD REACHED FOR A CIGARETTE, LIT UP, AND LOOKED AT 
HIS WATCH. EVERYTHING WAS RIGHT ON SCHEDULE. HE 
ROLLED UP THE WINDOW BESIDE HIM, PRESSED DOWN THE 
LATCH LOCKING THE DOOR, SLID ACROSS THE SEAT, AND 
STEPPED OUT INTO THE CHILL MIDNIGHT AIR. ABOVE, THE 
STARS PINPOINTED THE WINTER NIGHT SKY LIKE FAR- 
AWAY TINY DIAMONDS ON A JEWLER'S BLACK-VELVET 5НОМ- 
CARD. THE CAR DOOR SWUNG SHUT BEHIND HIM, ECHOING UP 
THE EMPTY STREET. HE TURNED AND,INSERTING THE KEY, 
LOCKED IT... 

CAN'T TAKE CHANCES! THIS BUGGY STANDS 

OUT LIKE A SORE THUMB, IT'S SAFER FOR 

ME TO PARK A FEW BLOCKS FROM THE 

APARTMENT HOUSE LIKE THIS. 


Чч 


AFTER А FINAL INSPECTION ТО MAKE SURE THAT 
THE WINDOWS WERE ALL SHUT AND THE CAR LOCKED 
UP SECURELY, CONRAD STARTED OFF DOWN THE 
DIMLY LIT STREET. HE WALKED BRISKLY, HIS CLAT- 
TERING FOOTSTEPS REVERBERATING OFF THE SLEEP- 
ING STONE FACES OF THE BUILDINGS. AT THE COR- 
NER, HE TURNED RIGHT. THE NEIGHBORHOOD CHANGED 
AS HE MOVED ALONG. THE EMPTY LOFT BUILDINGS 
GAVE WAY TO STORES, THEN BROWNSTONES, THEN, 
FINALLY, TO PATRICIA'S LUXURIOUS APARTMENT 
BUILDING... 

















THE ELEVATOR WAS UP ON EIGHT. 
CONRAD PRESSED THE BUTTON AND 

SOMEWHERE, A MOTOR BEGAN TO HUM. 
AFTER A WHILE, THE ELEVATOR DOOR 
SLID OPEN AND HE STEPPED INSIDE... 


"P... FOR PENTHOUSE f 

















Не RAPPED SOFTLY. THE DOOR SWUNG OPEN. PATRICIA 
STOOD THERE, DRESSED IN A SOFT NEGLIGEE THAT CLUNG 
TO HER CURVACIOUS FIGURE LIKE A PINK FILM... 
OH, CONNIE I'M 
SCARED 


KNOW, AFTER І GAVE‏ ד 
IT TO HIM, HE STARTED TO‏ 
GET 5/ ГЕРУ”НЕ TOLD ME‏ 
TO GO TO MY ROOM AS‏ 
USUAL, BUT THEN HE DOZED‏ 
OFF BEFORE НЕ COULD COME‏ 
AND LOCK МЕ /W^‏ 


THAT'S PRETTY POTENT 

STUFF, АМ ATOM BOMB 

CAN GO OFF NOW AND HE 
WON'T HEAR IT... 


CONRAD PUSHED THE FLOOR 
INDICATOR AND THE ELEVATOR 
DOOR SLID SHUT. HE WHISTLED 
SOFTLY AS HE WAS WHIRLED UP- 
WARD THROUGH THE STEEL THROAT 
OF THE BUILDING... 





IT HE HUMMING STOPPED. THE ELEVATOR 
CAME TO REST. THE DOOR SLID OPEN, 
AND CONRAD STEPPED OUT INTO А LUSH 
CARPETED HALLWAY WITH A LONE DOOR 


He Took HER TREMBLING BODY INHIS ARMS AND KISSED 
HER FULL RED QUIVERING LIPS. SHE SIGHED AND HELD 
HIM, PRESSING CLOSE... 
EVERYTHING'S GOING ТО 
BE ALL RIGHT, HONEY! 
DID YOU...DID YOU 6/₪ 
IT TO HIM? THE STUFF? 





HE... HE'S /W 
HIS ROOM... 
OUT LIKE А 

LIGHT! 





DON'T TOUCH VT f 
WE WEED HIS 
FINGERPRINTS 2 


SEE? HE'S GOT THE KEY ТО МҮ 
BEDROOM DOOR IN HIS HANDY 
WESER IT 4 





CONRAD WHIPPED OUT HIS HANDKERCHIEF AND CAREFULLY 
PRIED THE KEY FROM HER HUSBAND'S HANDS WITH IT. 
THEN HE ROLLED IT UP AND SLIPPED IT INTO HIS 










ONRAD PUFFED HARD ON THE CIG- 
ARETTE, PULLING THE ORANGE GLOW 





DOWN THE WHITE SHAFT... 












THERE £ THAT OUGHT TO DO 


6000” THAT'S WHAT WE WANT ІТ 
TO LOOK LIKE! UKE THE F/RE 
STARTED FROM SMOKING /W BEDS 






50885... 





OH, CONNIE/ DO WE... 
HAVE To DO IT 

THIS WAY? CAN'T 
WE... CAN'T WE JUST 


Не stoop ВЕЅІрЕ HER,WATCHING THE TINY FLAME 
LICK AROUND THE GLOWING HOLE NOW BURNED INTO 


THE HEAVY BLANKET. . . 





..AND I Z/K£ NICE THINGS! I 
LIKE EASY LIVIN I LIKE THAT 
CAR YOU GAVE МЕ AND THESE 
DUDS/ WHAT WOULD HE DO TO 
YOU זו‎ не FOUND OUT ABOUT 
HOW YOU PA/D FOR THOSE 


KNOWS не 
DOESN 7 TRUST 


ME AS /S/ I MEAN... 


ике LOCKING МЕ 
IN MY КООМ EVERY 





Не PLACED THE CIGARETTE ON THE 
BLANKET BESIDE HER HUSBAND'S 
FACE. SHE WATCHED WITH WIDE, 
FRIGHTENED EYES, HER BREATH 
COMING IN LITTLE, SHORT, CHOKING 


















SHE HELD OUT A CIGARETTE SHE'D TAKEN FROM THE 
BOX ON THE NIGHT TABLE. HE TOOK IT AND PLACED IT 

BETWEEN HIS LIPS. SHE STRUCK A MATCH, THE FLAME 
LICKED AT THE CIGARETTE -END, GLOWING ІТ CHERRY-RED... 


YOU SAY HE ALWAYS LORD, YES HE'S BURNED 
SMOKES IN BED? HOLES או‎ MORE BLANKETS 
AND P/LLOW CASES. WHY, 
THE /MSURANCE COMPANY 
CANCELLED OUR POLICY 
BECAUSE WE MADE 700 MANY 
















y / Же > 


"THEY WATCHED THE SMOKE CURL 
UPWARD SLOWLY. THE BLANKET 
BEGAN TO CHAR, THEN GLOW RED 
AROUND THE BURNING END OF THE 
CIGARETTE, THE STENCH OF SINGED 
WOOL FILLED THE ROOM... 

LISTEN, BABY IF 
YOU ASKED FOR А 
DIVORCE, HE'D CUT 
YOU OFF W/THOU. 





YEAH? AND 
THEN WHAT 
WILL WE LIVE] 


BUT..BUT TO 
K/LL нім! 





I CAN'T HELP ІТ! 
I..SOB...I..0H, 
CONNIE! 0/65 MES 


60 AHEAD! FEEL SORRY FOR 
HIM NOW! FORGET ABOUT HOW HE 
TREATS YOU. FORGET ABOUT ME. 
FORGET ABOUT HOW MUCH 7 
WANT YOU...HOW MUCH Z LOVE 
YOU. FEEL SORRY FOR HIMI 







Тне BED WAS AFIRE NOW, THE FLAMES LICKING 
AROUND THE PROSTRATE FORM UPON IT. HE HELD 
S ARMS,HIS LIPS UPON HERS 





THE LICKING ORANGE FLAMES DANCED ACROSS THE LAMP - 
SHADES, RAN WILDLY UP THE DRAPES, SCAMPERED ACROSS THE 
RUG, ENGULFING, CONSUMING, TURNING THE ROOM INTO AN 
OVERSIZED CREMATORIUM, CONRAD GRINNED WITH SATIS - 


FACTION- 60007 NOW TO HELLO! HELLO? 
/ FINISH UP! OPERATOR? I 
, WANT TO REPORT 







YOU.. YOU'D BETTER GET 
OUT OF HERE NOW! IT'S 
GOING TO GET MESSY IN 
A MINUTE! CALL THE 
FIRE DEPARTMENTS 











SHE WAS IN HER ROOM, RETCHING ON HER BED, НЕ 
STRODE IN AND SAT DOWN BESIDE НЕН... 


I'VE вот סד‎ 90 Now! 
THE ENG/NES WILL BE 
COMING SOON AND I DON'T 
WANT TO BE FOUND HERE. 
I'M GOING To LOCK YOU 





IS HE... IS НЕ 
DEAD YET? 


PROBABLY! ІК HE'S 
NOT NOW ...HE WILL 
BE... SHORTLY? 





HE PULLED THE HANDKERCHIEF WITH THE 


He went OUT, LOCKING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. 


WRAPPED KEY FROM HIS POCKET, UNROLLED 
IT, AND SLIPPED IT INTO THE BEDROOM 





DOOR LOCK... 
DON'T WORRY, BABY! SOME 2/6 
HANDSOME FIREMAN WILL BE 
CHOPPING DOWN THIS DOOR 
BEFORE THE FLAMES EVEN 


I...r HOPE 
SO, CONNIE... 


HE LEFT THE KEY IN THE LOCK AND WALKED BACK 
TO THE OTHER ROOM. THE BODY ON THE BED WAS 
CHARRED BLACK. THE ROOM WAS A BLAZING INFERNO... 





ON THE WAY DOWN או‎ THE ELEVATOR.) [A “COM Ано рат wo INTO HER A 


mper. d one "|І. SWELLED THE зион” 
я I WANTED TO...SOB... OO ТО НІМ... 


THAT PAT'S HUSBAND ALWAYS THE MAN REFUSED TO TAKE AWAKEN HIM. . . BUT... SOB.. . HE'D] 
LOCKED HER IN HER ROOM AT NIGHT.. $ 1 wapy/we/ не REPEATEDLY LOCKED ME IN! т SCREAMED... 
HE WAS OLDER THAN SHE...] SMOKED /W BED. WE PAID BUT HE DIDN'T HEAR ME/ I 
AND EXTREMELY JEALOUS. THE 7057 FEW CLAIMS, BUT POUNDED ON THE DOOR. AND 
WHY I OFTEN CAME IN THE AFTER A WHILE WE JUST THEN, THE F/REMEW САМЕ 

MORNING AND LET HER QUT... CANCELLED THE POLICY... AND. . . SOB... /7 WAS 


HE'D WORKED IT OUT SO CAREFULLY. THE TIMING WAS 
PERFECT, THE ELEVATOR DOOR SLID OPEN, HE STEPPED 
OUT. THE DOORMAN HAD STILL NOT RETURNED. HE HURRIED) 
ACROSS THE LOBBY AND OUT OF THE BUILDING. HE 
LISTENED FOR A MOMENT... 


HE LOOKED UP. HE COULD SEE SMOKE POURING FROM THE 
PENTHOUSE APARTMENT...FLAMES LICKING AT THE WINDOW 
OF PAT'S HUSBAND'S ROOM. 


Р 4 У DON'T WORRY, BABY! THEY'LL 
Жж А BE HERE IN A MINUTES 
/ JA И 
й z / Хх Ë us 
1 








THE SECONDS TICKED OFF. THE MINUTES 
CRAWLED BY. ABOVE, IN THE NIGHT SKY, A 


THE SIREN WAILED, FAR AWAY, 
LIKE A CRYING CHILD ...LOST 

AMONG THE MAN-MADE CANYONS. 
UT NO FIRE ENGINE APPEARED... 


BLAST YOU" WHERE 
ARE You? 






















/ 
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% 
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THE SHRIEK VIBRATED INTO THE NIGHT 
PAT’ WO + DON'T JUMP? LISTEN! THE SIREN CONTINUED, NOT DRAWING AGAIN! THIS TIME IT WAS A SHRIEK 
HEAR THEM? THEY'RE OW THEIR | |SLOSE..NOT COMING NEAR... OF PAIN...A SHRIEK OF FEAR AND 
WAY / THEY'LL BE HERE ANY 
MINUTE? WAITS WAITS 


DON'T JUMP! y 
L———— y 








НЕ RAN TOWARD HER FALLING BODY... МОТ THINKING ... ... THE IMPACT! BODY SLAMMING AGAINST BODY... SNAPPING 
NOT REASONING...WANTING ONLY TO STOP HER FALL... BONE...RUPTURING BLOOD VESSELS... THE PAIN... THE 
PROTECT HER FROM THE CRUSHING CONCRETE TOWARD HORRIBLE PAIN. PAT WAS DEAD. CONRAD LAY WITH A 
WHICH SHE HURTLED... BROKEN SPINE, SINKING INTO OBLIVION AFTER HER. THE 
COME BACK, г FIRE ENGINE FINALLY SCREECHED UP NEARBY... 


YOU FOOL « 2 SOME DARN FOOL 
: zd LEFT HIS SWAZZY 








| CADILLAC PARKED 
[у SQUARE IN FRONT 
OF THE FIRE HOUSE. 

COULDN'T GET OUTS 
LOCKED UP 7/GHTER'N 
4 DRUMS HAD TO SMASH 
THE WINDOWS AND PUSH 
‘ER, WOULD HAVE BEEN "w 


HERE F/VE MINUTES 





ЖЕЛ UNSEEN 


My name is BERT STANTON. X KEEP A 45 AUTOMATIC IN I Took THE NEATLY TYPEWRITTEN NOTES AND 
A HOLSTER STRAPPED UNDER MY LEFT ARMAND A LICENSE SCANNED THEM HASTILY. THEY WERE THREATS, 


FOR IT TUCKED AWAY IN MY WALLET, THERE'S ANOTHER ALL RIGHT! THE GUY WHO HAD RECEIVED THEM 
CARD IN MY WALLET. IT READS THE SAME AS THE DOOR סד‎ WAS SURE IN A PACK OF TROUBLE WITH SOME- 
MY CRUMMY OFFICE DOWNTOWN, ‘PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR.’ BODY WHO WAS OUT FOR HIS SCALP... 

8 
| - YoU SAY Үү?” THATS RIGHT. 

? 

BOOKS THAT GLUT THE NEWSSTANDS AND LAUGH MYSELF ААР ТО тла. eee / 
SILLY OVER THEM. THEY WERE ALL THE SAME. BUT SG 


1 HUSBAND, MRS. YOU SEE, MY 
NOTHING LIKE WHAT HAPPENED TO THE GUYS IN THOSE | MORGAN? HUSBAND IS 
n BLINDS 


BOOKS EVER HAPPENED TO ME. UP UNTIL LAST MONTH, 
THAT IS. EARLY ONE AFTERNOON, THIS DAME COMES ІМ, 
ALL RED-EYED, AND NERVOUS, AND SHAKING LIKE A LEAF... 


Г ALL RIGHT, MRS. MORGAN. JUST ) IT's ABOUT THESE, 
CALM DOWN AND TELL ME MR. STANTON. MY 
[ WHY YOU CAME TO SEE ME. HUSBAND HAS BEEN 
RECEIVING THEM 
REGULARLY. THEY'RE 
THREATS ON HIS LIFE. 
I...I'VE...SOB...HAD TO 
READ EVERY ONE OF 
THEM 70 нім... 





THREATS סד‎ & BLIND GUY. NICE PEOPLE LIVE 
IN THIS WORLD, EH? I QUESTIONED MRS. MORGAN 
FURTHER... 
DOES YOUR HUSBAND HAVE 

ANY EWEM/ES, MRS. MORGAN? 2 AWOW OF, MR. 
IS THERE ANYONE WHO MIGHT \STANTON,UNLESS 
























































WO? YOU CAN'T TALK 
TO HIM ABOUT THESE 
Ф THREATS. HE DOESN'T 
EVEN KNOW I CAME HERE 
TODAY. HE MADE ME 
PROMISE NOT סד‎ GO 
TO THE POLICE... 


WELL, PERHAPS I OUGHT 

TO HAVE А 7ALK WITH 

YOUR HUSBAND, MRS. 

MORGAN, AND SEE IF 

HE HAS BEEN KEEPING 
SOMETHING.. 


I SAT DOWN AT MY DESK, PUT MY FEET UP, LIT UP MY 
РІРЕ, AND NODDED TO MRS. MORGAN TO PROCEED. AND 
AS SHE SPOKE, I STUDIED HER. SHE WASN'T A RAVING 
BEAUTY, NOT IN THE SLIGHTEST IN FACT, SHE WAS 


RATHER PLAIN-LOOKING. BUT SHE WAS A SWEET THING... 


PHILIP AND I HAVE BEEN MARRIED 
FOR THREE YEARS NOW. IN THE 
BEGINNING , WE WERE LIKE ANY OTHER 
NEWLY- WEDS. . HOPELESSLY IN LOVE. 
BUT AS IS THE CASE WITH 0657 MAR- 
RIAGES, THE BURNING FIRE SOON FADED 
סד‎ A WICE COMFORTABLE GLOW AND 
WE SETTLED DOWN TO... JUST...2/V/WG 
TOGETHER. .. 


Í WHAT DO YOU WANT 


`X 1 WANT vou то PROTECT 
MY HUSBAND FROM MARM, MR. 
STANTON.I'LL TELL YOU ALL 
I САМ ABOUT HIS PAST UP 
UNTIL THE TIME HE WENT 
BL/ND. PERHAPS YOU'LL FIND 
SOME CLUE., PERHAPS NOT. 
IN ДАМУ CASE, I'M HIRING YOU 
TO GUARD HIS LIFE. THAT'S / 


THE PA/ME REASON. i 4 


МЕ TO 20 THEN, MRS. 
MORGAN? HOW CAN 
I HELP YOU IF... 


THAD BEEN LEFT A SUBSTANTIAL INHERITANCE BY 
MY FAMILY, BUT PHILIP INSISTED ON SUPPORTING ME HIM 
SELF. WE WERE VERY HAPPY. THEN, ABOUT A YEAR AGO, 
PHILIP BEGAN ACTING STRANGELY. HE BECAME REST - 
LESS ...IRRITABLE ...CRANKY..' 


DARLING! WHY DON'T YOU )f SIT DOWN AND WHAT? 

STOP PACING THE FLOOR ) THAT'S ALL WE DO 15 SIT 

AND COME S/T DOWN... / AROUND EVERY NIGHT. 
WELL, I'VE HAD ENOUGH OF 
SITTING. ZW GOING OUT... 


WE'RE 7/УРОФ ФМ, ELLY. 


E NIGHT, PHILIP CAME HOME 


"PHILIP HADN'T BEEN DOING WELL 
FROM ONE OF HIS “NIGHTS OUT “АМО 


FINANCIALLY. HE STARTED GOING 
OUT EVENINGS, ALONE... AND I LET 
HIM, I FELT THAT WHATEVER WAS 

WRONG, A COUPLE OF NIGHTS OUT A 
WEEK WITH THE BOYS WOULD HELP...’ 


THERE'S NO USE GOING 
OW LIKE THIS. I'M A 
FINANCIAL FAILURE. 
WE L/VE LIKE 2/65. 
WHY DON'T WE CALL 


DARLING’ 
I STILL 
GIVE ME A 

DIVORCE? 





‘I REFUSED TO EVEN CONSIDER 
PHILIP'S PLEAS FOR A DIVORCE. I 
FELT THAT HE DIDN'T MEAN HALF 
THE THINGS HE WAS SAYING...’ 


LOOK, ELLY! YOU'RE V І DON'T 
INDEPENDENTLY | WANT ^ NEW 

WEALTHY / You LIFE, PHIL. 
COULD START ALL | І זאהא‎ 8 
OVER... BEGIN A 
NEW LIFE...WHILE 

fy YOU'RE 57/44 

YOUNG... 


YES, THE SUN WAS SHINING, ALL RIGHT. THE LIGHT 
SUDDENLY DAWNED ОМ ME AS I LOOKED AT MY HUS- 
BAND SITTING UP IN BED WITH THOSE COLD,STARING 
EYES AND THAT LOOK OF HORROR ON HIS FACE 

ELLY’ т CAN'T SEES MY 
EYES ARE OPEN, BUT 1 

CAN'T SEES ELLY 4 

I'M BLINDS, 


₪ и 


ELEANOR MORGAN SHRUGGED. SHE LOOKED AT МЕ 
THROUGH TEAR -FILLED EYES.. 


THAT'S /7, MR. STANTON, 
NATURALLY, NOW THAT ЕУ]! 
15 BLIND, WE ARE LIVING 

ON MY 7D 


yc ABOUT 
THESE WOTES, 
MRS. MORGAN? 


‘PHIL TRIED TO CONVINCE ME 
ABOUT A DIVORCE SEVERAL 
MORE TIMES BUT I WAS STUB- 
BORN. THEN, ONE MORNING, І 
WAS AWAKENED BY... 

ELLY? ELLY! 

TURN ON THE 


W PHILS IT'S 
MORNING? THE 


TURN ON 
THE LIGHTS, 


WAIT! TLL PULL 


YOU...YOU AWEM, DION T You, 
PHILIP? YOU ANEW YOU WERE 
GOING BLIND.’ THAT'S WHY 
YOU WANTED ME TO D/VORCE 
YOU, ד'אפו‎ IT? YOU WANTED 
TO SPARE ME. YOU WANTED 
TO... SOB... SOB 


І.І D/DN'T 
WANT YOU 7/£2 
DOWN,ELLY! I 
DIDN'T WANT YOU 
סד‎ BE CHAINED 

TOA BLIND MANII... 


THEY STARTED COMING ABOUT A MONTH }...AND А BLIND 
AGO. PHILIP DEM/ES KNOWING WHO IS MAN HAS 
SENDING THEM. HE SAYS IT'S THE LITTLE USE 
WORK OF A CRANK. HE'S MADE L/GHT | FOR А RIFLE 
OF THEM TO МЕ, BUT I HAPPEN TO EXCEPT AS A 
KNOW HE'S WORRIED. ІМ FACT, JUST WEAPON 
YESTERDAY, А PACKAGE ARRIVED то DEFEND 
FROM A SPORTING GOODS STORE. HIMSELF WITH, 
ІТ WAS ADDRESSED TO PH/L/P, X EH, MRS. MORGAN? 
OPENED IT. IT WAS A A/FLE... AND 

A BOX ОҒ SHELLS... 





YOU'RE HUSBAND 
HAS GOT HIMSELF 


L DON'T KNOW WHO'S: 
THREATENING MY HUSBAMD'S 


MRS. MORGAN. NOW 
HERE'S MY PLAN... 


ALL I KNOW IS HIS Z/FE IS IN 

DANGER ,AND I WANT HIM 

PROTECTED. WILL YOU 
TAKE THE CASE? 


THAT WAS THE LAST TIME І SAW ELEANOR MORGAN 
ALIVE. WHEN I GOT TO THE APARTMENT HOUSE WHERE 
THE MORGAN'S LIVED... 
WHAT'S GO/NGON? WHY 
THE SQUAD CARS AND 
THE MORGUE WAGON, 
LIEUTENANT? 





HELLO, BERT! OH, SOME 
GAL GOT SHOT BY MIS- 
TAKE! HER HUSBAND 
THOUGHT IT WAS A ( 
PROWLER OR SOME- 
BODY. HE COULDN'T SEE 
IT WAS HIS OWN WIFE. 
HE'S BLINDS 


I MovED THROUGH THE APARTMENT. THE RIFLE LAY 
ON THE COUCH WHERE PHILIP HAD OBVIOUSLY BEEN 
SITTING WHEN HE'D FIRED. I STOOD IN THE BED- 
ROOM DOORWAY, LISTENING... 


DIDN'T YOU I WAS FRIGHTENED. І POINTED 7 
ASK WHO IT THE GUN AT THE FRONT DOOR AND 
WAS, MR. SAID,"20W'7 COME ANY 
MORGAN? CLOSER, DON'T MAKE. 
MAKE A MOVE.” 














My PLAN WAS A SIMPLE ONE. IN אה‎ HOUR OR 50,1 
моро CALL AT HER НОМЕ. I WOULD ВЕ A ZKSTANT 
COUSIN... FROM OUT OF TOWN...VISITING. SHE WOULD 
OFFER TO PUT ME UP. 1м THAT WAY, I COULD BE 
CLOSE TO PHILIP MORGAN WITHOUT HIM SUSPECTING 
ANYTHING. MRS. MORGAN AND I PARTED HAPPILY. . . 
ім AN HOUR... 
‘cousin ELLYY 


















ELEANOR MORGAN LAY IN A POOL OF BLOOD ON THE 
LIVING ROOM RUG JUST INSIDE THE APARTMENT DOOR. 
PHILIP MORGAN SAT IN THE BEDROOM BEYOND, SOBBING... 


I DIDN'T AWOW IT WAS HER HOW... 
SOB...HOW COULD I? SHE 7040 
ME SHE'D BE...BE GONE ALL DAY... 
THAT SHE...SOB... WOULDN'T BE 
HOME TILL AFTER SUPPER! 1... 
SOB...1 WAS ALL ALONE. I HEARD 
THE DOOR OPEN. I GRABBED 


MAYBE...MAYBE SHE WAS STUNNED... 
SHOCKED AT SEEING THE GUNI 
WHEN THERE WAS WO SOUWD, І > 
GREW PAN/CKY/ AND WHEN I 
HEARD A FOOTSTEP, І FIRED’ 
1..S0B..I D/DN'T KNOW IT WAS... 

SOB... ELLY... CHOKE 


WIFE SAY ANY- 

THING? DIDN'T 

SHE /DEWT/FY 
HERSELF? 


I STEPPED INTO THE BEDROOM... 

WHERE DO ELEANOR MORGAN 
CAME TO SEE ME TODAY, 
CAPTAIN. SHE WANTED 


МИЗУ ECT HER HUSBAND 

Жж” SHE SHOWED ME 
MESE NOTES. ..SAID 
WTHEY'D BEEN COM/NG 





WHAT...OR WHO... Y FOR..FOR W CAN YOU 
WERE YOU ABOUT A | | PROVE THAT, 
AFRAID OF, MONTH NOW, “ | MR. MORGAN? 
MR. MORGAN? I'VE BEEN М 
RECEIVING NOTES 
THREATEN/NG 





THE CAPTAIN EXAMINED THE THREATENING LETTERS. WALKED OUT OF THE BEDROOM AND NOSED AROUND THE 
HE LOOKED AT ME AND THEN HE LOOKED AT PHILIP LIVING ROOM WHILE THE CAPTAIN LECTURED POOR MR. 


MORGAN ... MORGAN... 


WHY DIDN'T YOU AT FIRST, 1 THOUGHT IT YOU GUYS ARE ALL THE SAME. 
CALL IN THE WAS THE WORK OF A PRAC- YOU'RE ALWAYS TOO SMART FOR 
POLICE AS SOON TICAL JOKER... SOME CRANK. YOUR OWN GOOD. YOU ALWAYS 
AS YOU STARTED <, т DIDN'T TAKE THE NOTES THINK YOU CAN HANDLE THESE 
RECE/VING SERIOUSLY UNTIL THINGS YOURSELVES. JUST WHAT 
THESE, MR. MORGAN? RECENTLY... DO YOU THINK WE'RE FOR... 









THE CAPTAIN STORMED OUT OF THE BEDROOM. HE CAME 
WORKS SMELLED OF FRESH OIL. BUT ITS BARREL OVER TO ME. I PUT DOWN THE RIFLE AND PICKED UP THE 
SMELLED OF GUNPOWDER AND ITS CHAMBER WAS EVENING NEWSPAPER FROM THE COFFEE TABLE... 
ККК Oro оле 30-30 SLUGS INTO MESSY BUSINESS, EH, BERT? NO, CAPTAIN, I'LL 
= POOR GUY, WELL, THERE'S STICK AROUND A 
NOTHING ELSE WE CAN DO 
HERE. COMING? 


I PICKED UP THE RIFLE. ІТ WAS BRAND NEW. ITS 





CALLED IN! ОЖАУ MR. MORGAN. SAKES... 
WE'LL FIND THE GUY THAT'S LEAVE ME 
RESPONSIBLE FOR THESE NOTES. ALONE! 
вит 7HAT AIN'T GOING TO BRING YOUR  |SOB...IT WAS 
WIFE BACK. JUST REMEMBER THAT... 





THEY 0 TAKEN OUT ELLY'S BODY I FOLDED UP THE PAPER AND PUT זו‎ НЕ CROSSED THE LIVING ROOM 
AND CLEANED UP THE RUG, AND DOWN AS MORGAN SHOOK HIS HEAD SLOWLY AND FELT AROUND UNTIL HE 
LEFT, PHILIP MORGAN AND I SADLY... 


LOCATED THE FRONT DOOR KNOB. HE 
WERE ALONE. HE SHUFFLED INTO OPENED THE DOOR... 
THE LIVING ROOM SLOWLY, HIS Y 
EYES STARING VACANTLY. . . LEASE CECY: 
YOU... YOU DON'T )I WAS LIKE TO BE ALONE! 
HAVE TO STAY Ñ HIRED TO к puse 
AROUND, MR. 
STANTON! 










I WENT OUT INTO THE GATHERING TWILIGHT. I 
STARTED WALKING. SOMETHING WAS BOTHERING ME. 
I COULON'T PUT MY FINGER ON IT... 


THE CITY WAS STILL UNAWARE OF THE TRAGEDY THAT HAD 
HAPPENED WITHIN ITS TOWERING WALLS. EVENING PAPERS 
ROLL OFF THE PRESSES IN THE EARLY AFTERNOON. MRS. 
MORGAN WAS KILLED IN THE LATE AFTERNOON. ONLY AN 
YOUR EVENING PAPERS. 3 EXTRA EDITION WOULD CARRY THE STORY. AND THEN I 
READ ALL ABOUT THE 8/6 





= _ | 
AE 


I LookED UP AT THE SKY. THE STARS WERE COMING 





THAT'S RIGHT. I'D LOOKED THROUGH IT. WHAT WAS IT 
THAT WAS BOTHERING ME? WHAT WAS IT THAT I 





OUT. IT WAS GOING TO BE A NICE NIGHT AFTER ALL... 
: 
COULDN'T PUT MY F/NGER ON...? 50 WHAT’ THE MORGAN'S COULD HAVE THE EVENING 
PAPER DELIVERED. WHAT DOES THAT PROVE? 
PHILIP WAS HOME ALL AFTERNOON. HE... HE... 
COULD HAVE... 


MRS. MORGAN LEFT MY OFFICE AND WENT 
STRAIGHT HOMES SKE WAS SHOT AS SHE CAME 
/М THE DOORS JF SHE'D BOUGHT AN EVENING 
PAPER, IT WOULD HAVE BEEN /У/М6 NEAR HER... 





PHILIP WAS HOME ALL AFTERNOON... ALONE’ HE 
COULD HAVE AECE/VED THE PAPER, TRUE? BUT 
THERE WAS THE OTHER THING... THE THING THAT HAD 


BEEN SOTHERING ME. І REMEMBERED זו‎ NOW. I 
REMEMBERED WHAT I'D SEEN... 


I STOPPED או‎ АТ А STATIONERY I RAISED MY VOICE AN OCTAVE, I sLIPPED THE ENVELOPE I'D 
STORE AND MADE А PURCHASE. LATE — DISGUISING ІТ AS BEST I COULD... PURCHASED UNDER THE DOOR...AND 
THAT NIGHT, WHEN I WAS SURE MOR- WAITED... 
I HAVE A MESSAGE JP OH... - 1 
GAN HAD GONE TO BED,I RETURNED FOR A MR. PHILIP YAWN... š E || | 
TO HIS APARTMENT. THE HALL OUT- MORGAN. ILL THANKS: i 
SIDE WAS DIMLY LIT. I KNOCKED... SLIP /T UNDER 


HUH? WHO... MERCURY THE DOOR... 









SERVICE... 


1s 


THE LIGHT CAME ON, BEAMING OUT FROM I KICKED OPEN THE DOOR. PHILIP STOOD THERE STUPIDLY, THE 
UNDER THE APARTMENT DOOR. I'D SEEN ENVELOPE IN HIS HAND. HE TRIED A LAST DITCH STAND. IT 
ENOUGH... DIDN'T WORK... 





WHO..WHO'S J CUT OUT THE BLIND ACT, 
THERE? 1... MORGAN! IT DOESN'T 607 
I CAN'T SEE... JA BLIND MAN DOESN'T TURN 
р ON LIGHTS סד‎ FIND THINGS 
SLIPPED UNDER DOORS. YOU 
TYPED THOSE ‘THREATENING 
LETTERS’ TO YOURSELF, 





HE MADE A DIVE FOR HIS RIFLE. MY .45 CAME OUT I PICKED סט‎ THE EVENING PAPER I'D SCANNED THAT AFTER- 
ОҒ MY SHOULDER HOLSTER, BARKING FLAMING DEATH.. NOON. I TURNED TO THE PAGE THAT HAD GIVEN MORGAN 
1 AWAY, I SHOOK MY HEAD... 


(221 Е, MORGAN. ESPECIALLY TO PASS THE ТІ 
WAITING UNTIL HIS WIFE COMES HOME SO HE CAN 
BLAST HER WITH FOUR 30-30'S AND INHERIT 
ақ HER DOUGH 





Не CRUMBLED LIKE А DEFLATED BALLOON, SPITTING 
BLOOD UPON THE RECENTLY CLEANED RUG... 





YOU SAY YOU 
DON'T GET OUT MUCH? 


LET ME BRING YOU UP TO DATE! THE 32-PG FACSIMILE REPRINTS OF THE EC COMICS OF 
THE 50s IS PROCEEDING APACE! GET UP TO SPEED! NEW TO THE LINE ARE PIRACY AND 
VALOR (THEY REPLACE WEIRD SCIENCE AND WEIRD FANTASY, WHICH HAVE COMPLETED 
THEIR 22-ISSUE RUN AND ARE AVAILABLE AS BACK ISSUES), BRIM-FULL OF SAGAS OF THE 
SEA, SHIPS, PLUNDER AND MORTAL COMBAT! SO, WHAT ARE YOU SITTING THERE FOR?! 


SUBSCRIBE! 


PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE ALL SUBS START WITH "NEXT" ISSUE 
MISSOURI RESIDENTS MUST ADD 6.225% SALES TAX MARYLAND RESIDENTS ADD 5*6 SALES TAX 
CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD 7.25% SALES TAX (SAN DIEGO COUNTY 7%) 


| START MY 4-ISSUE SUBSCRIPTION TO THE 
DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHER TO YOU, IN | | Жалт му азы зе 
A HANDSOME, STURDY MANILA ENVELOPE 1 
MAILED FLAT TO YOUR OWN MAILBOX! | 2 СВҮРТ О PIRACY О PANIC 
| c vautr C) WEIRD FANTASY O TWO-FISTED 
GEMSTONE PUBLISHING | J HAUNT O FRONTLINE O CRIME 
POB 469 І 
WEST PLAINS МО 65775 | МАМЕ & ADDRESS 
417-256-2224 І 
OR CALL 1-800-ЕС CRYPT AND ASK ו‎ 
FOR THE ORDER DESK. USE THIS ! 
NUMBER FOR ORDERS ONLY! Hare. ה‎ ë 
| REMIT $10 EACH (516 OUTSIDE US IN US FUNDS) 


ea aa ee 
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DON'T CUT IF YOU DON'T WANT TO. PHOTOCOPY OR YOUR OWN PAPER 0 


- 





TIRED oF BEING PICKED ON? 
NOBODY PICKS ON AN ATLAS MAN 





HEY! QUIT KICKING LISTEN НЕ 


THAT SAND IN 
OUR FACES! 


THAT GUY IS 
THE WORST 









7 

DARN IT! I'M SICK AND TIRED OF 
p BEING CALLED NAMES. .. I'LL ORDER 
THE ATLAS' BODYBUILDING COURSE 






ү 
ОН MAC! YOU 
AREA 
REAL MAN 
AFTER АШ! 


SMALL GUYS AROUND... I'M AN ‘ATLA: 
МАМ" AND І STAND MY GROUND. 


LS 


I WAS PICKED ON TOO - NOT ANYMORE 


That's right fellas, I understand how it feels to be "picked on." I was a 
skinny "97-pound weakling." I was so ashamed of my scrawny body that I 
dreaded being seen in a swim suit or going to the gym. The girls wouldn't 
look at me and the guys gave me no respect. That all changed for me, and I'll 
change it for you. I'll make you an "Atlas Man." I will build you a massive 
muscular body to impress the girls and stop the bullies! You have my word 
on that! 


І HAVE HELPED MILLIONS OF GUYS LIKE YOU 
BECOME STRONG HANDSOME MEN WITHOUT 
WEIGHTS, EXPENSIVE EQUIPMENT OR GADGETS. 
I discovered the secrets of "Dynamic-Tension®", which worked wonders 
on me and developed my body fast. I was then transformed into a dynamo 
and awarded the title of "The World's Most Perfectly Developed Мап." 
Send today for information on my complete Atlas' Bodybuilding Course 
and System on strength, health and nutrition. My course will make you a new 
man. I'll make you tough, really tough. So don't delay - order today! 


5 FREE GIFTS! 


If you act now, in addition to my = 
complete course, you will also get e WRESTLING 


five valuabl . *HAND BALANCING 
these valuable outline courses. НАМО OL STRENGTH 
Charles Atlas, Ltd. 


РО. Box D, Madison Square Station 
New York, NY 10159 


0 1997 Charles Atlas, Ltd. 






RE SHRIMP. I'D SMASH YOUR 
FACE - ONLY YOU'RE SO SKINNY YOU 
MIGHT DRY UP AND BLOW AWAY. 






visit the Charles АШаѕ° web site @ 
www.charlesatlas.com 






FORGET IT. 


l'LL SHOW THAT SOME GUYS 


BIG BULLY 
SOME DAY! 






"The World's 
Most Perfectly 
Developed Man" 











HAVE IT AND 











1 Charles Atlas 

1 Madison Square Station 

4 New York, NY 10159 

Dear Mn, и a TE‏ ו 
або your complete body -building course tor cover:‏ © 

| cud Гакку - Hores the Body | Wa: 
(Bie, Бшш Влах 
** Age 

V sates 

1 Sue 


of physical exercise is 


detrimental to your health, 


has determined that lack 


"st 


BLISHIN 





GET CAUGHT 
IN THE WEB! 


Gemstone Publishing’s Website is waiting for you at 
www.gemstonepub.com 


Price Guides * EC Comics * Comic Book Marketplace * Overstreet’s FAN Universe 
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